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One 


"Are you on something?" | said, peering at him. We were in our wrecked room, and he was on the bed, draped 
across it, a slight smile on his face. | knew he was on something. It was the only time when he was relatively 
calm and sort of happy. | didn't know the term "self-medicating" back then, but if | had known it | would have 
known it fit him perfectly. 


"Hmmmm...yyeah," he said, his words almost slurred. His eyes were half shut. | peered at him again, at the long 
red hair spread out like a fan around him, at his wasted muscles and spread out limbs, at the visible rib bones 


like a xylophone down each side of his chest. 


| crawled toward him, feeling powerful in my relative sobriety on that day. I'd only drunk a little, not the usual 
amount that made my head spin and made me puke and pass out. | was nicely buzzed on alcohol and a few hits 
of pot. Axl, on the other hand, was wasted on whatever he was on. Based on the serene look and the state of 


his pupils, little pinpoints in the middle of all that crystal green and blue, I'd say he was on heroin 


| edged toward him on the bed and kissed the side of his neck, feeling the soft skin beneath my lips, feeling the 
heat of his body and the way the blood pumped through the veins in his neck. He swallowed hard but let me 
kiss him. He would let me do anything. That was what heroin did to him, made him pliable and agreeable. 


| kissed down his neck to his collarbone, to his shoulder, and back up to his lips, coaxing his mouth open and 
flicking at his tongue. | smoothed his hair beneath my hand, feeling the silky texture of it, the stringy 
straightness of it. 


"You're so beautiful," | breathed next to his ear, my breath warm against his skin. He closed his eyes, 
wordlessly taking in the compliment. | saw the puncture mark in his arm and the little trickle of blood. He didn't 


do heroin often but when he did do it he shot up, imperfectly. 


"Slash..." he said, my name just a murmur as he slung his arm around me and | felt myself pulled close to him. 
He smelled like cigarettes and apples, he smelled like cheap cologne. It was intoxicating, better than any half pint 
of Jack Daniels. | wanted him. | always wanted him. | felt my skin crawling with it, | felt myself pulled toward 
him. | nibbled on the edge of his earlobe and tugged at it with my teeth. 


"Dont." he said as my hand trailed from his chest, feeling his heart beat for a moment, and down to his 
stomach, to the rough denim edge of his jeans. He always protested, it was his knee jerk reaction, but | knew 


he liked this. 


"Why?" | whispered in his ear, making him shiver, and | flicked open the button to his jeans and snaked the 
zipper down one metal tooth at a time. He didn't have an answer and so he said nothing, turning away from me, 


letting me bury my face in his shiny red hair. 


| slipped his jeans down off his hips, and | saw how skinny he was. None of us ate enough, we didn't have the 
money to. Axl wasn't as naturally skinny as Izzy, and his emaciated state looked more painful. Jutting hipbones, 
concave stomach, the ribs that stuck out like an alley cat's. | ran my finger under the elastic band of his 
boxer shorts, causing him to shiver again and try to push my hand away, but he was high, and too weak to be 


effective. 


"Don't fight this," | whispered in his ear while | grasped his dick in my hand, and he squirmed and tried to push 
me off him anyway, but he soon relaxed and laid back on the bed, his hair half obscuring his face, high 
cheekbones and the sharp line of his jaw, gold eyelashes that shimmered in every light. 


| wanted to do everything to him. | wanted to own him. His eyes were half shut and he watched me under his 
gold eyelashes. | took in a deep breath and then went down, feeling the smooth skin of him under the ridge of 
my teeth. 


Chapter 2 


| got into the same rhythm I'd seen girls use with me, and | heard Axl moaning in close to that same rhythm. 
I'd look up at him and see that look that seemed to be more pain than pleasure, eyes squeezed shut, breathing 


becoming erratic. 


What was | doing? Shit with a guy? It wasn't anything | would have ever considered before | met Axl, before | 
was exposed to him day after day in small, hot, close spaces, seeing the intense shine in his red hair, the clear, 
changing quality of the color of his eyes, the anger that could contort his features and he was still beautiful 
then, just frightening. 


| wanted Axl beyond all reason. 


| slowed down to bring him off the brink of this orgasm because | wanted to prolong this, | wanted to be in 
control of him in this way for as long as possible, because the orgasm would come and the drug would wear 
off and l'd be helpless again. | felt his tensed muscles with one hand, and he was still observing me beneath his 
half closed eyelids, the blond/reddish color of his eyelashes always striking me as something so unreal. 


"Axl," | said between mouthfuls of him, and he didn't respond to his name. | wasn't sure he could. And then | 
couldn't help it, | sped up my rhythm because of some look on his face, some look halfway between pleasure 
and pain, and his eyes shut again, the gold lashes resting against his cheeks. | felt him tense up as the orgasm 
hit him, and | swallowed it all as it pumped out of him, not because | liked it, the hot sour taste making me 
cringe and gag, but because | thought it would please him. 


He was still high, still riding that wave of euphoria that heroin provided, and he was even more relaxed after 
his orgasm. He reminded me of a cat stretched out on the bed, every limb loose and comfortable right where 


it was. | brushed the stray strands of his hair from his eyes and he didn't even flinch. 


"God, you're so fucking beautiful,” | half whispered to him, and he made no indication that he heard me. Maybe 
he didn't. Maybe he was floating away in that place where the real world couldn't follow. Complete oblivion 


| crawled up next to him and entwined my fingers with his, noticing the sharp contrast of the color, my skin a 
deep mocha tan, and his that porcelain white. The thick callouses on my fingertips brushed against the soft, 
smooth skin of his hands, and | noticed how his fingernails were just slightly long, the white tip visible above 
his fingertips. Mine were all bitten down. 


| kissed his temple and he didn't move as my lips brushed against him. | touched the red strands of his hair, 
leaned my head against his, and then kissed him on the lips. He didn't respond and | didn't care. | saw him 
breathing, slow and even breaths, and | counted them for a minute to make sure he was okay. When you were 


around as many heroin addicts as | was you learned a few things to at least try and keep them safe, and to 


know when to call an ambulance. His respiration rate was fine, he was just high, just floating away. | leaned my 
head against his chest and counted his heartbeats. That was fine, too. 


"Axl," | whispered in his ear. Nothing. | crawled down off the bed and took a few stumbling steps to the dresser 
where | knew | stashed an extra bottle of Jack. There it was, the liquid shimmering a deep gold inside the 
square bottle. | went back to the bed and curled up next to Axl, feeling the heat of his body against mine, and | 


unscrewed the cap and took a long healthy swig. 


"I don't know why | ever do heroin, it always makes me feel like shit the next day," Axl said, standing up, 
hitching up his jeans and buttoning them. | liked how deep his voice was when he spoke, how different it was 
from the demon shriek he used in most of our songs. That deep voice pulled on something inside me, it pulled 


me along. 


"Yeah," | said. | knew what he meant and more, | did a lot more heroin than he did. | watched him roam around 
the room, searching for his cigarettes and lighter. | knew what he would do. He'd lay low today, feeling the 
after effects of his high, feeling like he had no energy, and he'd treat it like a bad hangover and tomorrow he'd 
feel better and he'd feel even better the next day and he'd shake the heroin off, not letting himself get caught 


in its seductive trap. Axl was stronger than | was, he was stronger than all of us, | knew this. | think we all did. 


| watched him lean against the windowsill and light up a cigarette, the flame illuminating his face for half a 
second. | wondered what he remembered of our little encounter. Maybe he had been too high to remember 
any of it. | lit a cigarette of my own and leaned back against the headboard, watching the smoke curl out 


toward the center of the room. 


"| should go see Erin today, | was supposed to yesterday," he said, flicking his cigarette out the window. | 
nodded beneath my curls, behind the gauzy curtain of smoke that separated us. Erin 


He walked over to me and | looked up at him, seeing how his hair hung over his forehead, how his muscles 


moved beneath his clothes. 


"Thanks," he said, his voice low, scratched, catching on something. He kissed me on the temple, right where | 
had kissed him when | thought he was totally out of it. | blinked up at him as he left, and | stared at the 


closed door for a minute more 


